THE GOAT

town that always seems to me to depend less on geo-
graphy than on a kind of feeling for the angles of
street crossings.  Neither of us talked much;   I sup-
pose we were really both sharing too much emotion.
When we got to the docks it didn't seem possible
to come near the place; one couldn't even see how
many deep the crowd was.  Great patches of it were
singing, rather impressively, though not so much as if
they had been all Welsh: hymns, of course, and some-
times one of the strike songs, 'Now she calls,' or
'The  Workers'   Morning,'  either  in  English  or,
better, in Welsh, that hid the curious poverty in
language in the original.   Sometimes even the re-
spectable old 'Red Flag' - though I remember the
time when that was exciting enough.   Occasionally
a music-hall song started, and then petered out.   I
don't like crowds much, or that way of losing oneself;
I'd sooner get frankly drunk or drugged without any
pretence. Besides - I know the world is a bad place
and that my class hasn't on the whole been or done
much good, with all the chances it has had, I mean;
I know it is time for a change, and that now there is
no longer any fountain-head of nations wherever it
was in Central Asia to pour in that fierce new wine of
conquest and break the old bottles, the best way to
get a new civilization is probably through a turning
upside down.  But I know, too, that it will be a very
long time - not long for history,  but desperately
long for the individual - before this barbarous crowd,
from whom one is, really, so far apart, begins to pro-
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